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would break, and wiped-his perspiring brow. His hair
hung dry and lifeless.
The fire flared up, everything leaped and quivered,
singed shadows scurried away into the woods, while above
the fire loomed Ignat's round-cheeked face. The fire died
down, there was a smell of smoke, gradually the clearing
was filled with darkness and silence, tense with the effort
to hear the sick man's story.
"I can still be of use to the common folk—as living
testimony to a great crime.... Here, look at me. ... I'm
only twenty-eight, but I'm dying! Ten years ago I lifted
as much as twelve poods without a grunt. I was sure a
strong fellow like me would live to be seventy. But I only
lived ten years more—and now—it's all over. My bosses
robbed me—robbed me of forty years of life—forty
years!"
"That's the song he sings," said Rybin huskily.
The fire leaped up again, brighter and stronger than
before, and again the shadows fled to the woods and came
back to the blaze, circling about it in a soundless, hostile
dance. The damp logs hissed and crackled. The leaves on
the trees whispered excitedly in the current of warm air.
Cheerful tongues of red and yellow flame played together,
entwining, scattering showers of sparks as they rose; a
blazing leaf flew into the air, and the stars in the night
sky smiled down at the sparks, beckoning them upwards.
"It's not my song. It's the song thousands of people sing
without realising that their misfortune is a good lesson to
others. How many people, crippled by work, die of starva-
tion	" He bent double in a fit of coughing.
Yakov put a pail of kvass and a bunch of spring onions
on the table.
"Come here, Savely, I've brought you some milk," he
said.
Savely shook his head, but Yakov took him by the arm
and led him over to the table.
"Why did you bring him here?" said Sophia to Rybin
reproachfully. "He may die any moment."

